[47i]
enough time to ask himself whether he was not in bis own bed in the rue Dailloud, just coming out of a nightmare. Then he took the second electric torch out of his pocket. He switched it on.
Leheudry lay at his feet, face downwards, his body oddly twisted. A fine smoke still hung in the air, mingled with settling dust. The other electric torch had fallen to the ground, some distance away from Leheudry.
" The battery may still be working. Anyway, mustn't leave any kind of trace."
He picked up the torch.
Then he made his way to the end of the passage, identified a cavity in the rock face on the left-hand side, fumbled in it, brushed away the dust, and took out of it a litre bottle full of a greenish liquid, and a big yellow sponge.
He went back to the body and examined it for a moment. Lacking though he was in experience of such matters, he was quite sure that the man was dead. He moved the body a little, not without difficulty, and turned it half over, so that the back of the head lay flat on the ground.
Then he tried to make the sponge balance on the face. But the sponge had a tendency to slip off, one side or the other. He had to dig a cavity in it with his pocket-knife, more or less corresponding with the outline of the nose, the forehead, and the cheek-bones.
When the sponge seemed to be steady, he uncorked the litre bottle and gently poured the liquid on to it It was only then that he asked himself whether the two shots might not have been heard outside or by possible occupants of another gallery. But he asked himself the question with complete presence of mind.
His hand, which barely trembled, did not hurry as he went on pouring the green liquid on to the big sponge. It seemed to change colour, and it underwent, in all the cracks in its surface, shrivellings, shrinkings, sudden witherings, as though the liquid with which it was soaked and streaming was already beginning to consume it.

